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time we meet there is a crust of ice to be
broken between us. It is only after a quar-
ter of an hour that we take up our last talk
at the point where we left it. If we saw
each other oftener there would be no ice at
all. What do you like better, the end or
the beginning of our meetings ?

XLIX.

February 17, 1843,

PERHAPS you ought to give me credit for
all my efforts to resemble you. I cannot
understand your attitude toward me to-day.
Anyhow, I have noticed for a long time that
you love me better from afar. But let us
not talk of this now. I wish to say to you
only that I make no reproaches to you, that
I am not displeased with you, and if I am
at times sad, it does not mean that I am
angry. You have made me a promise, you
know that I will not forget it. I do not
know if I will remind you of it. There is
nothing I detest so much as quarrelling, and
I should have to quarrel in order to give
you memory. I wish that you should thinknot for always.evident that
